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By ALBION W. TOURGEE,
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INTRODUCTION, | isan almost noniversal tendency. At least,
HE NAME OF ONE OF THE I once heard a great sindent of human
vietims of the holocsust 21 the Char- | pature—a gambler of National fame, whom

ity IPair in Paois, recatied 80 my mnd

the fact that less tuan 2 year ago I

received, by express, a package, ac-
eompani -« by this note:

"My Dean Fuiesp: Thiriy-odd years
Ao we were compaiiona in misfortune, o
more than one of 1he over-cromded pens in
which the Cuatederacy tmmured 118 prison-
ersof war. You vl not recoguize~me. for the
mame  hereto sffiaed s wot the one by
which yvon kuew me, It 1 were to use the
mame fwmiliar to you I tear your curiosy'y-—

pe:haps yvour very increduality—might lead |

¥ou to bresk 1he s al o1 the accompanying
packet, even despite iy solemn injunciion
0 leave the same intact. FPor the same
reason, | dure no' more fully identify myse!f,
but will oniy =ay that ‘or many months I
slept within arm’s longth of you nupan the
crowded floor of Libhy Prson, and pl-i-'t'd
mepy dave in goesing ont with you the
words of Don Quixote, in the origina] Span-
ich, from & voluae, which by some sirange

chance you br ought with you when you |

Caiwe 10 share cur guariers in the old Mili-
Sary Poison &t Atlanta, .

*Thers were « x of ne who undertook the
study of the noble Casuilian tongue under
most peculiar condiions. We nere not very
well eguipped Recording 1o the notions of the
schoo's, baving but three books, i I remern-

ber rightlp—the immortal story of Cervan- l
| and Neavier, until I began to hear my wife's
| reproaches and see my child’s tears.
| » .

{18, I dreamed I heard reproaches, for, as a
| fuct, the wife I so deatly loved knew nota

tes. a siall Spanish-French dictionary, and
& Spanish Te<tament, with a vocabulsry
attacled. You generslly beld the 1ext, by
reason of your proprie orship of the books,
I suppose, or perhaps because you had some
advantage over the others in having gathered
kuowledye of the pronnaciation frowm a pre-
vious brief companionsh:p with one whose
acthority on the subject was unquestion-
able.

“When we were transferred to Libby,
where, at vou will recollect, we arrived in
the midst of 2 severe snow storm, five of us,
yourself among the number, were assigned
10 thesame room. Bateman,sepa:ated from
ms by remson of & d #erence in rank, we
mever saw again. Of the remaining five yon
believe vourself to be the only one alive,
but 1 do not doubt that the fucts I have
sinted will convince you that one more of
this guintet of friends, bound by such peca-
Liar ties, is still extant. Which one it is,
most remain 2 mysiery until he also has
pasedd to 1he bourse from which no traveler
returns.

“The accompanying sealed package con-
$nins & true scconnt of a life strangely svent-
ful in s experionces. I aw just sailing for
& vacation, which I expsct will last for some
years. Dunng that time, I bope 10 vimt
the scenes of the life of that EKunight of
La Mancha, whose adventures we first traced
togetber. ]shall think of you olten, and may
commuuicaie with you from time to time.
It is because of 1he facis I bave related, that
I intrust the sccret of my life to yon. 1
koow it will be mithfully preserved.

“Should I return, 1 shali ask to have this
package remitied to me with its sesis nnbro-
ken. Should I not be so fortuuate, you will
open it avd make such dispositionef its con-
tents as you may~ec fit. Liute iz always uncer-
t8in, mine, perhaps, peculiarly so, though I
bope the clond winch basso long hung over it
may be lilted, and that we may again meet
to talk over deays when life was se much
more than mere exisience to us who were

~WRO OVTLIVED

part and parcel of 1l& mighty movements,

With the warmest wishes for your con-
tinoed happiness and suceess, I am, your old
frieud, A. QuiTMaNn.”

I ofien wondered which of tie little group
of brave men 1t might be whose lile seeret
was Lidden by the seals of this baffling
brown paper parcel. As it happened, the
fate of three 0at of the four who were ac-
connted dead was wripped in mystery. |
Two of them had disappeared doring the |
conflict, another some ycars afterward. |
Ouls one was incontestibly dend. None of |
thema bore a pame at all resembling the one
ettacbed to lus letter, aud 1 bad never
kuown a person of this name in my life.

Woat recalled 1t to iy miud lately was
seeiig the neme " Arthur Quitman ” among
the viciims ot ihis ternble calamity,. Was
it my freed? 1 had heard from him once
or 1wice, aud knew he bad expreed 10 be in
Paits about this tme.  Cabling an iLquiry,
1 received this answer:

“A.Quumin. American traveler, wife and |
dav.hier m o sing”

I Geterwined to open the package. In |
giving s coutents to the worid I have |
thouglhit best 1o preserve the secret of my |
pricon friend’s identity thos strang:ly com- |
mitred o my carve, although giving him an- |
other mame besides the one with which he
transmitied 10 me the strange story that
follows, |

CHATTER 1,

I used often 1o wonder how Lazarus felt
after e came forth. Now 1 know, with 1his
difference—his entombment was for d: ys |
only, mine sxtended over vears. It is i-_i |
yoars since 1 died. It was the dog days
then ; it is the dog days now.

I wax Living in a ~uburban town, my busi- |
mes: being in the city of New York., 1 was not |
altocether unknown upon its streets, nor in |

|
1

I

the Capital of the Nation, one of whose de-
fenders I bad been in a wemorable strupgle;
Dot of any personal prominence mywelf in
this struggle, but I was brought by this ac- l
cident of any life to the knowledge of some
who were, My occupation-—-well, that had
been of a characler to coueiderably extend
the kpowledge of my personslity, muking
me one of those known 10 many people who
gre quite vnknown to him. '

My bome-isfe was happy: T had a wife
and chiid, and lived in a snug little house
with a rapidly-disappearing mortgage.

This bouse wy wite and I had planned to
enlarge inlo & mansion as #00n as the shadow
of the incumbrance disappeared. The speci-
Bestions were already drawn aud bad been
submitted to the approval of cur friends.
How mauy bappy hours had we pot spent
together conning over the designs and sag-
gesting amendments to add to its comlort
and elegance! It was situated in the in-
evitable track of an almostapparent “boom ”
end was flanked by quite a vumber of lots
that 1 bad bbbt as “acrcage,” and to
which I looked with eonfidence for the for-
tuve every good American believes to be
lyiug in wait for him somewhere along the
path of life.

My situation was a good one,and 1 picesd
out my ncome now and then with more or
less successiul efforts of a literary character.
I had some political prominence, too, and
was not without hope of preferment at the
bands of my party,

1 iad latterly taken some chances in Wall
Sirect, Dot vay large ones, but large
enough, if they fulfilled expectations, to
have matsriaiy imioved my i, ancial con-
dition. They did not seem likely to do so
bhowever. 1 suppose there was no ;ood'
ceason why I ghould bave expected them to
do so. S0 I put up my margios “like E
litsle man,” ard a8 the chavces of profit
&pparently grew more and more attenuated

| that

| Tiess,

| the brokers’ oflices and read

| was aflraid 1o look ut them any more.

¢ more and more determined 1o
bang on w0 ths bitter end. 1 suppose thie

HIMSELE

My re-ureee fon camae just too late to allow
e 1o meet in the flesh agnin—:ay that the
clite! reason why a well-managed gambling
house 1s almost sure 10 be a profitable busi-
ness, even with a parfectly honest game, was
i the fuet that * the common run of men
will Keep on playing so long as they con-
fmue 1n lose, in the hope of retrieving their
nck: but, atter winning n few times, will
quit from fear that lock will tarn against
them again.”

I have of en thonel.t of this since my de-
mize, and decided I was just one of “the
common run of men,” who did not know
when to stop. In {:et, I have about con-
clunded that the chiel element of success in
the world 15 not genius nor cleverness, nor
intellcetaal eapacity of any sort, hut simply
an intuitive facolty of determining just the
right tie € let go. Dogpedpess 15 a com-
mon encugh virtae, if it be a virtae, hut the
ability to know when to stop is a divine |
eilt. "The final perseverance of the
s«ints” may be a good thesiogical dogma,
but I bave noticed that most of those who
practice it, as regards earthly affairs, at
ll a8t die I)(_ltlr,

Well, 1 kept putticg op my margins.
One lot aft r anotber disupoeared under the
growinze ¢l ud of incumbraunee, until,
finally, another nortgage was put upon the
bome. And still the ioad became heavier

That

buzzing in my ears—the story of the con-
tinued decline of the great C.C.C, “the
seas incurnadine,” I called them, and
laughed at the =illy pun which kept repeat-
ing itsell in my poor brain.
I have often wondered that I did not take
to drink in those—heurs of nameless agony.
Perhaps it wounld have been better if I had
done so. I have learned since, that is, I
have learned or read—no matter, one does
not know how thoughts come when he is
dead—that in those institutions where the
mentally infirm are hidden away and some-
times healed, when they can in vo other
way stop the poor weak brain from eireling
ronnd and round in search of what it can
never find, they appeal to Bacchus to give
it rest and drown its cares in wine \\}!I(‘.ll
brings respite 1 sleep. FPerhaps—no, it is
better that I died. Intoxication may lall,
but the waking brings the agouy again.
Only death could have brought relief], aud
death ie better than life without honor or
hupe.
The end ecame after many ages. There
was a last eall for margins—the last for me,
at least. 1 do not know how I metit, I
must have raised the money somehbow, for I
had $27.13 left. 1 remember just how the
money louked as I counted it out upon my
desk—a $10 bill, tvwo fives, two {wos, three
oncs, & dime and a three-cont piece. I
knew it was the end, and bad alriady given
up all hope, but somelow I was glad to
have raised the margin, Nobody showld
ever call me a cowurd. I had staked every-
thing, home, love, honor. I do not know
Just what I did, but I am sure it was some-
thing not—well, not exactly “straight.”
Wien it was over, [ filed the receipt along
with the others which toid the story of the
strugele, locked my office door, and started
to go—whither 1 do not know; not to my
home, that is certain, not at least until I
baid atoned for my faunlt. I bad always a
faney for the new Northwest—the Territory
named afier the tather of our country—and

word about what I had done. 1 only fancied |
what would happen when she shouid know,
It was before my miuds eye all the time,

“AND StILL TRE STocK FELL”

how she wonld despise and contemn who
had so loved and trusted, when she should
lewan bow I had trifled with her happiness
and dissipated the inheritance of our child.

I believe now that if I had given up and
confessed my weaskness and shame, my wife
would have forgiven me, even though it left
ve 10 begin life anew at the zero-point of
the social and fipaucial =scale, Perhaps I
thought so then, but the b lief only added
to. my desperation. How could I live to
sue to ber for pardon?  Had she not trosied
me rom the first moment our eyes met,
when we we'e yet bardly more than chil-
dren? Could I bear to blight that fuath and
disappoint that buoyant love? We are told
“love casteth ont fear ” but mive multi-
plivd it a thonsandfu'd. I thought I would
rather die than have her know my weak-
lu fac:, 1 oiten contemplated snicide,
and 1hat uo doubt would huave been the end
of the siruggele, but I remembered a life in-
surance policy that stood in her blessed
pamwe, which would have bren invalidated
by sunch an aet. It was all that wouid be
Jeft 1—il I could not holdon. So 1 did not
raise my baud against my life, but only
praved thar 1 might de, .

And stuili the stock tell, and continned to
{xs1l. Fraction by fraction, point by point,
it crept down the scale of value. 1 hanted
the white rib-
bons that rolied off’ the * tickers” ontil I
And
grill the calls fur more margins came,

A frieud loand me sumeiliog on the
books I had gatbered in the hope, which a
mian of literary tendencies 18 so apt to in-
dulge, of lorming a really valuable collection
—a collection that shall be at the same time
of use while be shall live and a rort of
monvment of scholurly aspiration when he
sha i be no more. They were my pride, but
pot worth half the sum he advanced on
them. I think now be did it out of mere
pity for my despair. When a man has been
dead awhile be finds the world improves
wonderiully as hie looks back vpon it,

I kuew the end must come soon, and tried
to brace myselt to bear the shock of humilia-
tion which it wust bring. I was fully aware
of what it meant. There is no crime the
world will not forgive sooner than failure ;
there is no other disgrace it will not forget
excepl poverty. “I'ay that thon owest,” is
in these days the holiest of all command-
wents. Whoever is unable to comply with
it 18 already damuped. Society, the c-hurch,
the club, his party and his friends stand
ready to treat hum as an oawcast. His
tamily are dragged with him to an obscurity
in comparison with which Erebus is but
twilight.

I very well understood that if my little
property, modest as it was, were swept away
and I went forth among men with the brand
of the debtor on my brow, it would be a
thousand times worse than the mark of
Cain, whom al!l men contemned, but whom
none would slay lest they should end his
agony; inasmuch as Mammon’s condemna-
tion s infinitely more potent with good
society than God's. I kvew that when the
end came it wonld mean death.

Bo I walked the office floor by day and
the streets by night, waiting for the end,
wondering when the blow would fall and
bhow it wonld seem to meet annibilation,
I think I must bave walked a thousand
miles in these last few days of culminating
horror. How my bead ached, and my back!
An oid wound-—a relic of the vattle days—
broke out afresh, How I prayed that it
might bring the end.

Sull, as I walked, the pavements and the
walls were covered with figures—the queer
indented figures of the *ticker.” The
white endless co’ls stretched like writhing
serpents over everything my gaze resied
upon. I warched men’s lips a8 I walked,
and saw what I could not hear from the

I bave a notion that it was my purpose to
go aud bury myself in its dim umbrageous-
ness, until I mi ht redeem my error and
win a new home.

How I expected to get there with the
meager sum at my dispo<al I do nog know,
but I recall the fact that weeks before I had
conceived the plan of shipping before the
mast on a vessel bound to one of the ports
of the new country, and had learned at what
point and about what time such shipment
could be made,

This mode of escape commended iteelf to
me the more readily becavse I was not only
of athletic build, but had that excess of
vitnlity which makes a sailor’s life agree-
able. Besides that I had some knowledge
of its duties and requirements,  As a boy,
I bad sailed the Great Lukes, and asa young
man had spent a Summer as one of the crew
of a flshing-smick on the Newioundland
Bank+. So I had patarally thought of that
sec.usion, which is a littie less than impen-
trable oblivion, that rests upon a’foremast
hacd who ships for a long cruise. 1 knew
that long before ove of the four-masted
schsoners, which now and then still makes
the #rip wround the Horn to our western
coust, could reach Sun Franeisco the mis-
fortunes of Pmlip Devens would have
ceased to be of serions mowent to anyone
except the faithful wife, who would wait for
yoars in unfaliering hope of the redemption
of his promise—the promise he would leave
with her as the staif of her faith, which yet
would need no staff,

It may be that I had started for the docks
of the company, which were well up town,
or I may have been going to the ferry, in-
tending to tuke one more look at the home
Iloved and perhaps get one moare look of
her whose trust I had wronged. I kasw
not what may have been my purpose or des-
tination save that I had fully determined
vever to return to the office I had left,

This determination was of little moment,
because just there in the corner of the
fquare vimble from the windows of a noted
hostel, that happened which blotted out
both past and iuture, My head seemed
bursting. The =unshine was full of red
clots, The very motions of the leaf-shiadows
on the wall bronght anew agony. 1 walked
with my bhead bent down; my mind full of
one thought, seeing but one thing—the
figures of the *ticker” which heralded to
all the world my fate, There was a fearful
pain in the back of my head, where a bur-
den like the weight of all the world seemed
resting on the nape, My limbs dragged
heavily ; my ears buzzed as 1f the blood
beat in surges against the throbbing mem-
branes. I remembered something like it in
the old war-days when I had dropped ont
of the line of march, staggered to the road-
side and fallen into unconseiousness from
ruustroke, But this wias npot sunstroke.
The air was cool. It was the dog days, aud
the earth sweet from a recent shower.

All at once—while I was looking at the
familiar scenes—I died! The puin was
gone, the burden, the shame, the fear, the
past. The home, the wife, the world, all, all
were blotied out.

I lifted my head and laughed.
bright the world was! How cheery all
things seemed! A cabman sianding beside
his borse laughed—becanse I did, I suppose.
I looked at him, laughed again, Sprang into
his vehicle and told him to drive—some-
where, I do not remember where.

*“All right, Major,” he said, slammed to
the door and leaped upon his box. He was
the last man who raw me alive, He had
bardly crossed the street among the ecrowd
of vehicles when I opened the door, jumped
out and ran another way. A great fear had
taken hold upon me. Someone was pursa-
ing, I thought. I did not know why, bat
felt that I must eseape.

How

ANDERSONVILLE.

(Continued [rom first page)

we were only under the old Stars and
Stripes, we wouldn’t care for a few
worms, would we? ”

It scemed terrible that so gallant a
soul should depart from earth in this
miserable fashion. Some of us, much
moved by the sight, went to the doctors
and put the case as strongly as possible,
begging them to do something to allevi-
ate his suffering.  They declined to sce
the case, but got rid of us by giving us
a bottle of turpentine, with directions to
pour it upon the uleers to kill the mag-
gots, We did go. It must have been
cruel torture, and as absurd remediaily
as cruel, but our hero set his teeth
and endured without a groan. lle
was then carried out to the hospital
to die.

I said the doctors made a prefense of
affording medical relief. It was hardly
that, sitice about all the preseription for
those inside the Stockade consisted in
giving a handful of sumach berries to
each of those complaining of scurvy.
The berries might have done some good,
had there been enough of them, aud
had their action been assisted by proper
food. As it was, they were probably
nearly, if not wholly, useless. Nothing
was given to arrest the ravages of dysen-
tery.

A limited number of the worst cascs
were admitted to the hospital each day.
As this only had capacity for about one-
quarter of the sick in the Stockade, new
patients could only be admitted as others
died. It seemed, anyway, like signing
a man’s death warrant to send him to
the hospital, as three out of every four
who went out there died. The following
from the official report of the hospital
shows this:

Total number admitted, 12,400 : died,
8,663; exchanged, 823: took the oath
of allegiance, 25 ; sent clsewhere, 2,889,
Total, 12,400. Average deaths, 76 per
cent.

Early in August T made a successful
effort to get out to the hospital. 1 had
several reasons for this: First, one of my
chums, W. W. Watts, of my own com-
pany, had been sent out a little while
before very sick with scurvy and pneu-
monia, and I wanted to see if I eould
do anything for him, if he still lived. I
have mentioned before that for awhile
after our entrance into Andersonville
five of us slept on one overcoat and cov-
ered ourselves with one blanket. Two
of these had already, died, leaving, as
possessors of the blanket and overcoat, |
W. W. Watts; B."B. Andrews, and my-
self.

Next, I wanted to go out to see if
there was any prospect of escape. I
had long since given up hopes of escap-
ing from the Stockade. All our at-
tempts at tunneling had resulted in dead
failures, and now, to make us wholly de-
spair of success in that direction, an-
other stockade was built clear around
the prizon, at a distance of 120 from the
first palisades. It was manifest that,
though we might succeed in tunneling
past one stockade, we could not go be-
yond the second one.

I had the scurvy rather badly and,
being naturally slight in frame, I pre-
sented a very sick appearance to the
physicians, and was passed out to the
hospital. While this was a wretched
affair, it was still a vast improvement on
the Stockade. About five acres of
ground, a little goutheast of the Stock-
ade, and bordering on a creck, were in-
closed by a board fence, around which
the guard walked. Trees shaded the
ground tolerably well. There were
tents and flies to shelter part of the siclk,

—

ered he did it almost in spite of fate.
The medicines given were scanty and
crude.

The principal remedial agent—as far
as my observation extended-—was a rank
species of unrectified spirits, which, I
was told, was made from sorghum seed.
It had a light-green tinge, and was about
as inviting to the taste as spirits of tur-
pentine. It waz given to the sick in
small quantities mixed with water. I
had had some experience with Kentucky
“apple-jack,” which, it was popularly

a piece of the fattest pork thrown into
it, but that scemed balmy and oily
alongside of this. After tasting some, I
ceased to wonder at the atrocities of
Wirz and his associates. Nothing would

—

hig habitual tipple.
Certainly this continent has never
geen—and I fervently trust it will never
again see—such a gigantic concentra-
tion of misery as that hospital displayed
daily. The oflicial statisties tell the
story of this with terrible brevity:
There were 3,709 in the hospital in
August; 1,480—nearly ecvery other
man—died. The rate afterwards be-
came much hizher than this. The most
congpicuous suffering was in the gangrene
wards. The gangrene mostly attacked
the legs and arms, and the legs more
than the arms. Sometimes it killed
men inside of a week ; sometimes they
lingered on indefinitely. I remember
one man in the Stockade who cut Lis
hand with the gharp corner of a card of
cornbread he was lifting from the ration
wagon ; gangrene set in immediately,
and he died four days later,
The rebel doctors at the hospital re-
sorted to wholesale amputations to check
the progress of the gangrene. I pre-
gsume more bungling operations are
rarely seen outside of Russian or Turk-
ish hospitals. Their unskilfulness was
apparent even to non-scientific observers
like myself. The standard of medical
education in the South—as indeed of
every other form of education—was
quite low. The Chief Surgeon of the
prison, Dr. Isaiah White, and perhaps
two or three others, geemed to be gentle-
men of fair abilities and attainments.
The remainder were of that class of
illiterate and unlearning quacks who
physic ana blister the poor whites and

negros in the country districts of the |

South; who believe they can stop bleed-
ing of the nose by repeating a verse
from the Bible; who think that if in gath-
ering their favorite remedy of boneset
they cut the stem wpwards it will purge
their patients, and if downwards it will
vomit them, and who hold that there is
nothing so good for “fits” as a black
cat, killed in the dark of the moon, cut
open, and bound, while yet warm, upon
the naked chest of the victim of the
convulsions,

They had a case of instruments cap-
tured from some of our field hospitals,
which were dull and fearfully out of
order. With poor instruments and un-
skilled hands the operations became
mangling.

[Tobe continued.]
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ANOTHER * REGULAR ” SPERKS.

Agrees with Comrade Gurnett, and Wants
to See the Indian Battles Written About.
EDITOR NATIONAL TRIBUNE : Comrade

Gurnett, of 8th U. 8., must give credit to the

G.A.R. We will rob nobody of credit for

good service to our country. His letter I

rend with pleasure in the issue of Sept. 2.

It made me think of the Northwest. I be-

longed to the * Walk-a-Heaps,” and we

footed it from Omaha, Neb,, to Fort Phil

Kearny, N. D., to Big Horn River, Mont,,

Tnre BREARX IN

and in these were beds made of pine
leaves. There were regular streets and
alleys running through the grounds, and,
as the management was in the hands of
our own men, the place was kept reason-
ably clean and orderly—for Anderson-
ville.

There was also gome improvement in
the food. Rice in gome degree replaced
the nauseous and innutritious cornbread,
and, if served in sufficient quantities,
would doubtless have promoted the re-
covery of many men dying from dysen-
teric diseases. \We' also received small
quantities of “okra,”. a plant peculiar
to the South, whose pods contained a
mucilaginous matter that made a soup
very grateful to those suffering from
SCUTVY.

But all the ameliorations of condi-
tion were too slight to even arrest the
progress of the disease of the thousands
of dying men brought out from the
Stockade. These still wore the same
garments as in prison; no baths or even
ordinary applications of soap and water
to give their pores an opportunity to as-
sist in restoring them to health; even
their long, lank and mattered hair was
not trimmed. The most ordinary and
obvious measures for their comfort and

170 be continued.)

care were neglected. If a man recov-

und again from Fort Snelling, Abercrombie,

THE STOCKADE,

Wadsworth Totten—yes, up to the Yellow-
etone, in 1871,

Yes, 30 years ago—yon can rely on it—
there were hardships, and, I may say, starva-
tion, in opening up the great Northwest aud
fighting Indians. You must know there
wus no exchange of prisoners with Indiaus.
Some maoy say it is betier to be killed than
taken prisoner. Well, that is a matter of
taste. Iet us hear more from Regulars,
What about the Ilayfield fight on Aug. 2,
1867; abont Gen. Miles and the 5th U, S,,
ond Gen. Cester and his expeditions?  Let
someone speak again,—YELAD, Washiogton,
D. C.

-

Have You Asthma or Hay Fever?

Medical Science at last reports a positive
cure for Asthma and Hay-fever in the won-
derful Kola Plant, & new botanical discovery
found on the Congo River, West Africa, Its
curea are really marvelous. Rev. J. L. Combs,
of Martinsburg, West Va,, writes that it enred
him of Asthma of thirty years’ standing, and
Hon, L. G. Clute, of CGreeley, lowa, testifies
that for three years he had to sleep propped up
in a chair in Hay-fover scason, being unable to
lie down night or day. The Kola Plant cored
him st once. Mr, Alfred C. Lewis, editor of
the Farmer's Magazine, was also eured when he
could not lie down for fear of choking, being
always worse in Hay-fever season. Others of
our readers give similar testimony, proving it
truly a wonderful remedy., If you suffer from
Astbma or Hay-fever we advise you to send
your address to the Kola Importing Co,, 1164
Broallway, New York, who to prove its power
will send a Large Case by mail free to every
render of THE NATIONAL TRIBUNE who needs
it. All they ask in return is thut when cured
yourself you will tell your neighbors about it.
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\Story of the Fort Phil Kearny
Tragedy.

How Col, Felterman and His Brave Men

Three Months' Siege.

BY FRAXNK & PARQUIIAR,

“Talk about war! why, I would
rather go through ten civil wars than
| through one Indian campaign,” saul
' First Lient. A. B. Farqubar, of Knox
| County, 111, to me a short time ago.
| I was with Sherman on his march to the
' sea, and in 29 skirmishes and battles,

bad as the campaizn against the Sioux
[udians of the Winter of 1866-'67.
Indian fighting is no piay, and the tyro
| who is looking fir the last remnant of

| tested his nerve.
| “The Indians of the Northwest were
| then giving the Government officials con-
| siderable trouble, The Sioux were the
| most hostile of them all. Their starup-
ing ground was in the Dakotas, and a

more treacherous, wily tribe of savages |

| could not well be imagined. They re-
sented all intrusion on their lands by the
whites, and drove out or killed and
sealped every one who came within their
reach,

“The Government has spent thou-
sands of dollars and thovsands of lives
have been sacrificed to bring this war-
ring race into subjugation. These Indians
long contended for their rizht of suprem-
acy over the land of the Dakotas. They
acquired it through battle from the
Indians of that name years ago. As
civilization reached ont for new fields
to work in, the ::m:.-nqucmble Sioux,’
as we used to call them, reluctantly
stepped aside,

“Well, I started to tell you of my
experience in the Winter of 1866-'67,
at Fort Phil Kearny, on the Missouri
River,in the heart of the Sioux country.
I was attached to the 18th U. S, under
Col. H. B. Carrington. We were
stationed at Fort Leavenwarth, Kan.,
tand on April 24, 1866, recéived news
from Headquarters that an uprising was
expected among the Indians of Dakota
and Wyoming.

“We eoon received marching orders
and started out to hunt the Sioux or
any other repreliensible redskin. At
Fort Laramie, Neb., we met the object
of cur hunt. Red Cloud, the famous
Sioux Chief, was there with nearly 3,000
braves, and Rain-in-the-face, the great
Chief of the Cheyennes, was also there
with a strong body-gnard. These two
great Chicfs of the Northwest had met
there to hold a council of peace, both
among themselves and with the whites.

“This council of peace did not end
with good results on behalf of the whites.
The Sioux Indians went away on the
war-path. Red Clond gathered his
warriors together and started north.
We reached Fort Phil Kearny, about
250 miles northwest of Fort Laramie,
on the 10th of July. There were four
companies of us, with about 400 men,
all told, officers and - privates and other
army followers. We reached the fort
before the Indians arrived in the vicin-
itv. Red Cloud soon appeared with
4,000 warriors, and stationed them not
over two miles away in a ravine to the
north.

“ Well, right here iz where the fun
began. We had a large herd of cattle
and horses with us, which struck the
Indians as desirable property to pogsess.
As we had no grain food with us we
allowed the stock to graze on the prod-
uct of the plains. This caused trouble.
Every day the rascals made raids on
the cattle and drove them off. As we
were all young soldiers, we delighted to
give chase to them, and many lively
skirmishes took place. This was almost
an every-day occurrence.

“They kept up their raiding and
cattle stealing until the 21st of Decem-
ber. This was the beginning of the
dark days that soon followed. Winter
had set in, and no one who never spent
a Winter in Dakota ecan realize their
intensity.  We Lad to haul wood three
miles, It took an awful amount of fire
to keep us warm, and, of course, took
an awful amount of wood to keep the
fire going.

“The 21st was a holiday for the sol-
diers, and we were making great prepa-
rations to raise a liberty-pole. The
wood-haulers had gone off for their
daily supply of wood, and the rest of us
were gathered ouiside getting things in
ghape to erect a monument to the mem-
ory of liberty. Some were shouting for
Old Glory, some singing, some cavorting
around in the snow like frolicksome
boys, and some were chopping and ham-
mering away, preparing to hoist the
pole. Ilolidays didn’t often come for
the boys at It Phil Kearny, and, of
course, when they did come they made
Rome how!, as the saying goes.

“ While the pleasures of the day were
at their highest a friendly Cheyenne
came running in and said there were a
large number of Indians gathering on
the hill above. In a little while a force
of about a hundred Indians appeared
upon the crest of the hill. This sent a
thrill of excitement through us, as the
boys were desirous for a little brysh with
their foes.

“The Indiang movements showed
signs of coming trouble. The wood-
train was in that direction, and the
commanding officer soon detailed a com-
pany of men to go out and protect it
Lieut.-Col. Fetterman was in charge,
with Capt. Brown and a young Lieu-
tenant just from West Point as his sub-
ordinate officera There were 84 men
in the company, including four volun-
teer citizens who had taken refuge at
the fort. As these soldiers marched
away to the top of the hill the Indians

Lost Their Lives—The sSalvation Circle—A |

but I considered that by no means so |

il the red race to wipe off the face of the |
earth would have Lad an excellent op- |
portunity just after the rebellion to have |

“Col. Fetterman was civen orders
not to go beyond the hill, but he dis-
obeyed. The wood-train arrived safe in
camp, but Col. Fetterman and his men
never returned alive. We apprehended
danger, and I was sent with a small
squad to the top of the hill to watch
proceedings on the other side. I saw
| Col. Fetterman and his men about two

‘miir:-.d away, down among the gently-
s_iupiu_f_: bills. They were having a
F lively skirmish with “about 50 Indiang,
and oceasionally a red-skin would tume
ble off bLis horse and roll over in the
snow to perish,

“The Indians kept banging away af
onr ":'”-‘:?, but their shots were not very
' eff ctive, ”:‘} k?";lt ri-ii:;-_: farther and
farther away . part of the time they
\'r'fml I ride around in a eirele, and some-
times back and forth in front of oup
men. The soldiers followed them up
and brought down a man at almost
every shot,

“Direetly, I saw something that al-
most ehilled the marrow in fr.}* bones,
(Col. Fetterman had taken hie men down
into a ravine, apparently to capture the
Indians, who were going pell-mell ahead
of them. They no more than got well
into the ravine when $,000 'g;'nrri-_‘)(g,
who were Iying in ambush, poured down
upon them, and every man of them was
killed and sealped.

“The red devils did the job eomplete.
They were not satisfied in killing
' and sealping them, but mutilated the
bodies. They cut the soldiers’ heads off
and impaled them on long poles, and
the young warriors marched around
carrying their ghastly trophies of war ta
the tune of an incoherent war song.

“From my experience with the Ine
dians I knew what this meant. I imme-
diately sent word to the commanding
officer at the fort. He came to the top
of the hill, took in the situation, and
ordered a retreat to the fort, where ho
began to prepare for a siege. The sleze
came.

“Col. Carrington exhibited great skill
as a master of Indian tactics. We wers
now only about 320 strong, our pro-
visions were nearly all gone, and wood
was an absolute necessity in the terrible
cold days that soon followed. The next
day a thousand Indians appeared at the
top of the bLill, and scouting parties
could be seen going and coming in all
directions. The fort had a large stocks
ade around it, with a gate to the north
aud one to the south. The Indians were
preparing to make an attack, and we
were all ordered to get ready to meet
the fate of our comrades bevond the
hill. I had been in many bloody battles
while marching to the sea, and my nerve
never left me before. I think it was the
same with all the men.

“The Colonel was going around busy-
ing himself looking after things, never
saying aword. Suddenly he gave orders
to form in line. We all filed up the
best we could in our eramped quarters.
‘Shoulder arms! March!’ came the
orders, and we began to file out the
stockade gate on the north to what we
supposed meant immediate decth. We
marched around the stockade to the
southern gate and in it.

“I saw at once the ruse the Colonel
was playing. Just as the front ranks
rntered the southern gate the rear of the
formidable army left the northern gate.
This proved to be our salvation. The
circle of soldiers was kept up for am
hour, when the Indians disappeared
over the hill beyond. The next day
they came back, but in greater force.
The same tacties was gone through at
the fort. The Indians kept their threat-
ening demonstrations up till March,
Every day they appeared in large nume
bers on the hLill, when we would form in
line and perform the *circle of salvae
tion,” as the boys called it.

“ Friendly Indians told us that the
Sioux thought we had 5,000 soldiers in
the fort, or they would have attacked us,
We expected to be attacked at night,
and for three months every man slept
with his clothes on and kept his gun by
Lis side.

“Those were dreary, cold nights. Our
gituation was worse than the murderer
waiting to be hanged. There we were,
péenned up for over three months, 250
miles from the nearest fort, and sure
rounded by 4,000 savages, and with
starvation staring us in the face. The
snow was three feet deep most of the
time, and the thermometer stood from
25 to 35 degrees below zero.

“We had to have wood, the getting of
which was the most difficult problem we
had to solve. Old Red Cloud kept his
scouts out, but they mnever got close
enouch to the fort to ascertain the num-
ber of men in it. When the wood-train
would start out on its precious mission
the steady tramp of the soldiers, out one
door and in another, would be kept up
until the wood-train returned.

“ During the siege I would slip out
under cover of darkness with a small
escort and take the mail to Fort Lara.
mie and return. It required 17 days
to make the trip, and the terrors of those
Dakotas Winters was no barrier to us
when the lives of the handful of sol-
diers at the fort were at stake. The
mail party was attacked several times
and robbed, but this was done to brin
the soldiers out of the fort. The re-
mains of the poor soldiers lay where
they were massacred throughout the
cold Winter months. When Spring set
in we received reinforcements, and the
Indians migrated to the North. We
then gathered up the dead soldiers and
buried them beneath the soil of the
battleground of the Sioux. My time
was out in April, and I left the Army.”

.
CONSUMFPTION CURED.

An old physician, retired from prectice, had
piaced in his hands by an East Indian missionary
the formula of a simple vegetahle remedy for tha
speedy and permanent cure of Consumption
Bronehitis, Catarrh, Asthma and all Throat an

Lung Affections, anlso & positive and rudieal curs
for Nervous Debility nnd all Nervous Complaints,
Having tested its wonderful curative powers in
thousands of cwsen, and desiring to relleve human
suffering. I will send free of charge to 2'! whg
wisls it, this recipe, in Germnn, French or English,
with full direetions ter preparing apd usin Seas
by mail. by addressiog. w Th stame, o og this

It costs you nothing and you should surely
try it. -

| disappeared down the other side.

\ Fp;'. W. A. Novss, 820 Powers'




